USES МЕТЕ 7 7 
POEMS s MESSAGE | 


by | 
J. B. Thayer 


valet 
NS 
5 


matinee Fete 


INDEX 


TITLE 
A False World 


A Hymn of Praise 

A Hymn of Praise No. 2 
Ashamed of What! 1. 62 
Barleycorn .. 

Behold He БЕКЕТІ 

Bloomington 

Come Unto Me 

Confession 

Fashion 

God's Chastening Love 


God's Love and Power 

God's Love and Power No. 2... 64 
He Healeth the Broken Hearted 35 
How to Be Happy 

PH Trust Him mo 
ГІ Trust Him No. 2... а 
Гт Longing 

In Everything Give Thanks 14 
is) Man Immortal? — — 25 


Let Not Your Heart Be 
W'roubled —— —— = 19 


Let Not Your Heart Be 
Troubled No. 2 


Life Eternal 

Logic of the Wets 
Lord, l'm Ready 
Love 'That Chastens 
My Friend 


TITLE PAGE 


Myi Prayer? No2 9 — - 63 
Not All That Shines Is Gold... 10 
Ode to Old Age 

Our Saviour's Sorrow 

Quacks and Crooks 

Redemption 

Redemption No. 2 

Remember Thy Creator 
Temperance 

That Glad Reunion —.........-. - 53 
The Home Which Once I Най. 16 
The Little Apple Tree 

The Song of Angels 

The Storm 

The Two Ways 

Those Golden Autumn Days... 
Three Mysteries 

Thy Word Is a Lamp 

We Shall Reap What We Sow 58 
Whar Is: Бака жы — 23 
What Is in a Barrel of Whiskey? 56 
MWihatelsBSin?—— ———— —— Е, 9 
What Is the Worth of a бош? 1 


What Made My Saviour's Name 
So Great. — —— * — 28 


What Might Have Been 

Wheres Is Homer = ЗЕЕ 27 
Who Is Your?Mastero == 55 
Why Do Some Love Sin? 

Why I’m a Prohibitionist 

Wine Is a Mocker 


-oS 
POEMS m MESSAGE 


by 
J. B. Thayer 


PUBLISHED BY THE AUTHOR 
Bloomington, Indiana 


June, 1938 


| ife Sketch 


Anticipating that those who read these simple rhymes might 
desire to read a brief sketch of the author, I shall endeavor to nar- 
rate a few incidents of my life. 


I was born on April 20, 1856, in Davis County, Indiana. 


My father descended from one of two brothers who came over 
on the Mayflower. 


My mother had six sisters and three brothers. Her father was a 
Baptist preacher. 


Of all the gifts I'm thankful for, 
Barring every single other, 

Except the gift of Jesus Christ, 
It is my Christian mother. 


I was converted to Christ at the age of sixteen, and am now 
past eighty-two. I have never doubted, although I come far short at 
times of living a true Christian life. I have never doubted my genu- 
ine conversion, and have never broken a promise made at that time— 
never to lose an opportunity to testify for my Saviour. 


I embraced the faith and doctrine of the Seventh-day Adventists 
when about 24 years old, and have adhered to this precious faith 
ever since. 


My experience testifies to the truthfulness of the Scripture which 
says: "The path of the just is as a shining light which shineth more 
and more unto the perfect day." 


My faith grows stronger and my hopes grow brighter as the 
days go by. I can say with Paul, "I have fought a good fight," and 
have almost finished my course, and believe there is a crown of life 
laid up for me at that day. 

I entered the colporteur work first in the State of Kansas. I 
worked several counties, and finally the Kansas Conference sent me 
South under the management of Elder H. F. Harrison, now deceased, 
and we located first in Shreveport, Louisiana. 


I secured by the help of God, over seven thousand subscriptions 
for "Bible Readings for the Home Circle," besides many other books. 
I used all I earned, except tithe and freewill offerings to get an edu- 
cation. 

I was very happy while engaged in the colporteur work, and 
could tell of many precious experiences, how the Lord went before me. 

І believe it will be to the glory of God to give a brief account 
of an accident that happened to me in the year 1928. 


I was riding at high speed, a fine saddle horse, at night, in 
Bloomington, Indiana, going west on First Street. A man driving a 
car going south on Rogers Street at the rate of about 40 miles an 
hour, hit the horse in his side. I saw we were going to collide. I shut 
my eyes, and said good-bye world, and expected nothing but in- 
stant death. I felt calm and cool, and was not frightened. 


The next thing I knew, I heard a man say, “Take him to the 
hospital; he is badly hurt. I opened my eyes, and saw a large group 
of people. I said, “Did it kill the horse?" Some one said, "No." I 
said, "Can he stand on his feet?" Some one said “Yes.” I asked, “Аге 
there no legs broken?" Some one said, "No." I had no pain until 
they began to move me. I then said, "Please do not let me fall, for 
if you do, I'll go to pieces.” I felt as if my skin was all that held 
me together. 


'To make a long story short—it put me in the hospital seven 
months, minus seven days. About four months I lay at the point of 
death. I had no appetite, and was reduced to almost a skeleton. I 
suffered intensely, and prayed that if it were God's will, I might die. 
I begged for sour milk, and as soon as I got it, I took on flesh and 
underwent three major operations. 


Ever since my conversion, I have believed Romans 8:28, which 
reads as follows: "And we know that all things work together for 
good to them that love God." It seemed like presumption to believe 
this terrible suffering would work for my good. I remembered that 
Hebrews 11:1 defines faith as follows: “Now faith is the substance of 
things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen." Therefore, I be- 
lieved God could, and would work all this for my good although I 
could not then get an idea how He would do it. When we put 
Romans 8:28 with Hebrews 11:1 and know that we do really love 
God, then it is a sin not to believe. 


I knew that God knew I did love Him. 


Now I can see that God has worked this suffering for my good, 
for it taught me, and developed in me, those precious Christian char- 
acteristics, such as patience, submission, resignation, and last, but not 
least, sympathy for all poor sufferers. 


When you read the poem on faith, I hope you will sce, if not 
already, the great difference between faith and sight. Faith is to 
serve us when we can't see. It may seem like presumption, but it 
is not, Presumption has no foundation, while faith is founded om 
the immutable Word of God. 


BLOOMINGTON 


Bloomington, O Bloomington, 
The town of my delight; 

I’m scarcely ever satisfied, 
When you are out of sight. 


Your streets are paved and broad and clean, 


As clean as clean can be, 
A prettier sight I do declare, 
One cannot wish to see. 


Your editors are wide awake, 
Who furnish information; 

About the things we ought to know 
On every situation. 


Your business men are lively wires, 
Who keep our town a-moving, 
In every way one turns to see 
The marks of your improving. 


Your university of state, 
So grand for situation; 

With woods and lawn so picturesque, 
Call loud for admiration. 


Your mayor, he is very large, 
Altho’ in stature small; 

Because the way we measure men, 
Is not because they're tall. 


If time and space would here allow, 
Much more we might be telling, 

About your parks and other things, 
Your traffic and your selling. 
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THE LITTLE APPLE TREE 


There was a little apple tree 
For which none seemed to care; 
The reason why, it seemed to be— 
The tree—it did not bear. 


Now all who chanced to pass that way, 
A look of scorn did give; 

And made remark, “Oh why,” said they, 
“Should such a tree still live?” 


What good is it, why should it stay? 
It nothing good has done, 

It stands right here just in the way 
From dawn till set of sun. 


Whoever found one apple good, 
Upon its branches grown? 

It takes the place a good tree should 
And naught but leaves has shown. 


Why let it stand, why let it be, 
To mock the passerby? 
It’s justice plain, now all can see 


Why it should surely die. 


The servant of the owner said, 
“Now let me lay it low, 

And put another tree instead, 
On which some fruit will grow.” 


The master said, “Don’t let it die, 
Don’t strike it down before 

I have a chance to show you why 
No fruit as yet it bore.” 
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He plowed, he hoed, he spaded deep, 
He pruned its limbs also; 

He made the soil its moisture keep, 
And lo, how it did grow. 


This tree on which no fruit was found, 
In years that had passed by, 

Each year doth now, much fruit abound, 
All know the reason why. 


Be patient, then, to lost souls whom 
The grace of God may find. 

The Master knows what love will do 
To change the carnal mind. 


A HYMN OF PRAISE 


Thou God of love and might and grace, 
Who dwelleth in the Holy Place; 

Yet so good and kind Thou art, 

To dwell in the humble, contrite heart. 


The sun and moon and stars all tell 
How they all move and answer well, 
To Thy command for them to swing 
Through space like birds upon the wing. 


The earth and sea, and high blue sky, 
Proclaim the power of the Most High; 
Now let all saints and heavenly hosts 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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COME UNTO ME 


I want someone to love me, 
Someone to help me to roll 
This burden of pain and sorrow 
| Away from my body and soul. 
My heart is longing for something 
Far better than that which I see; 


I find in my Bible, it tells me 

The things that are seen, pass away; 
While things not seen are eternal 

And are things which never decay. 
Our Saviour while here, He has told us 
| Our treasures to lay up above; 
| Where canker or rust will not mold us, 
But where we'll abide in His love. 


Jesus has left the invitation 

|. To all who by sin are oppressed: 
Come, now while I give you probation, 
Prepare for that home of the blest. 
| Come now and take my yoke on you, 
I'll show you the way that is right. 

My yoke, you will find it is easy, 
My burden, you'll find it so light. 


"There's something that's evermore saying, 
There's something that's better for thee. 


WHAT IS SIN? 


O what a horrid thing is sin, 

O what a shape it put man in. 

O what an awful moral fall, 

It brought to mankind, one and all. 


The sting of death is naught but sin, 
And nothing else has ever been, 
The law spake death and always did, 


No sin from it was ever hid. 


The law is just, and holy too, 

Its precepts right, and always true; 

It can't excuse the one who breaks 
Its righteous rule, but life it takes 
From all who do, in thought or deed, 
Fail to its holy precepts heed. 


And while the law no mercy knows, 
And while it pity never shows, 

God in His love, His Son did give 
'To pay man's debt and let him live. 


As sin in man, so great was found, 
God's grace did so much more abound. 
His Son to us, a ransom gave, 

From an eternal death to save. 


Some say the law is done away, 

Tho’ once so good, is not today. 

They say the law has now no place, 
Since Paul has said we're under grace. 
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Paul says shall we go on in sin, 
Because by grace we freed have been? 
May God forbid, we hear him say, 
For law condemns all sin today. 


For by the law, we know the sin; 
No other means has ever been. 
The only way that sin is known 

Is by the truth the law has shown. 


NOT ALL THAT SHINES IS GOLD 


What is there in this world of sin 
That’s worthy of our care; 

Not all that shines can we call fine, 
Of this, we must beware. 


It is the plan of the foe of man, 
To make us believe a lie, 

That we may choose, our life to lose, 
And not to live, but die. 


If we only knew, how terribly true, 
“We must reap what’er we sow,” 
We would abstain from all that’s vain, 
And in the path of wisdom go. 


If we do the right, and walk in the light 
And obey God’s blessed command, 

Our fellowship sweet will be complete, 
And in judgment we will stand. 
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Mom, Liara: 


GOD’S LOVE AND POWER 


I see God’s love in flower and tree, 

I read His power on land and sea. 

I see His love in rose and thorn, 

I read His power each night and morn. 


I see His love in birds that fly, 

I read His power in earth and sky. 
The sun reveals His love so warm, 
His power is seen in thunderstorm. 


His love is shown in songs of birds, 
His power displayed in mighty words. 
I see His love in grain that grows, 

I read His power in wind that blows. 


He shows His power to grant our needs, 
I see His love in His side that bleeds. 
I see His love in the death He died 


On the cross where He was crucified; 


That I from death might be set free 
To live through an eternity, 

To sing that song of heavenly strain, 
To praise the Lamb for sinners slain. 


I see His love the day He wept 

At the grave where Lazarus four days had slept. 
His words reveal His love so true, 

“Forgive, they know not what they do.” 


In nature’s beauty of living green, 

The love and power of God is seen. 
Let all mankind with heavenly host 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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TM LONGING 


I’m longing, yes, I’m longing, 
For that glorious dawning day 
When our Saviour will be coming, 
To drive the night away. 


When the Archangel with his trumpet, 
Will blow a mighty blast, 

That will wake the saints from slumber 
And will bind old Satan fast. 


When the living saints together 
With those from out the tomb, 

Will be shouting “Glory! Glory! 
He has come to take us home. 


“We have waited, and been patient, 
And have loved His cross to share, 
And now He’s come to take us 
To those mansions bright and fair.” 


O cheer up, faithful comrades, 
For the night shall flee away, 

For by faith we’re now beholding 
That eternal dawning day. 
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WHY DO SOME LOVE SIN? 


What is there in this world of sin 
To cause a man to love it? 

"Tis filled with woe, where'er you go, 
And all the people know it. 


Our Saviour has said, 
(In the Scripture ’tis read) 

“Those of the world will love the world,” 
And all their actions show it. 
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Birds of a feather will flock together, 
It doesn't take a wise man to know it; 
So men of a kind are of the same mind, 
And a man who loves sin will show it. 


A man who loves sin, takes pleasure therein, 
Because it is in his complexion; 

He'll never know the cost, until he is lost, 
And he feels God's wrath and rejection. 


If you only knew, what God has for you, 
You'd not seek a home down here; 

You'd prepare for that home, where sin cannot come, 
Where people can never shed a tear. 


If you wish to go, with those who know 
How awful and hateful is sin, 

Then do not delay, another short day, 
For now is the time to step in. 
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WHAT IS THE WORTH OF А SOUL? 


How can we value the worth of a soul, 
Except in the scene of the cross? 

It cannot be purchased with silver or gold, 
But only by the death of the cross. 


Now when you think of the measureless gift 
Of a life of eternal bliss, 

How much are you now willing to lift 
To help a soul gain all of this? 


And when you think of the loss of a soul, 
And of the terrible price it has cost; 
What have you set as the size of your goal, 

To save the souls that are lost? 
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IN EVERYTHING GIVE THANKS 


I thank Thee, Lord, with all my heart, 
There’s none so lovely as Thou art; 
There’s none so great, so wise, so just, 
There’s none but Thee, in whom I trust. 


I thank Thee for Thy love and peace; 
To praise Thy name I ne’er shall cease; 
I thank Thee for the breath of life, 


For friends and foes, for stress and strife. 


I thank Thee for my ears that hear 
Thy sweet voice say, “Thou must not fear.” 
I thank Thee for my eyes that see 
Thy love in earth and sky and sea. 


I thank Thee for Thy grace divine, ( 
For giving Jesus (о be mine. 

I thank Thee for the blood He spilt 

To cleanse me from my sin and guilt. ! 


I thank Thee for Thy chastening rod; 

In this I see Thy love, O God. 

I thank Thee for Thy precious word, 
Which says, "All things are for thy good." 
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“BEHOLD, HE COMETH!” 


O my brother, O my sister, 4 
Do you know that time is near 

When the voice of our dear Saviour 
From the shining cloud we'll hear; 


When the blast of that great trumpet 
Shall awake the sleeping dead, 
And the wicked will be calling 
For the rocks upon their head; 
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When the righteous will be shouting, 
“Lo, He comes to take us home 
To those mansions He's prepared us, 

Where no sorrows ever come"? 


Shall we be among that number 
Who will shout the victory, 

Who will stand with all the ransomed, 
On that glorious crystal sea, 


And will sing the song of Moses, 
And the song of Calvary’s Lamb, 
Shouting, “Glory, Hallelujah, 
To our God, the great I AM"? 


Шын аны 


BARLEYCORN 


What is the cause for crime increased? 
What makes a man worse than a beast? 
What makes a father raging mad? 

What makes the mother and children sad? 
What makes poor women all forlorn? 

It is the stuff called barleycorn. 


What makes men’s hearts as hard as stone? 
What makes poor widows weep and moan? 
What makes poor children cry for bread? 
What makes them wish that they were dead, 
Or wish that they were never born? 

It is that stuff called barleycorn. 


What makes poor wives so pale and cold? 
What makes them die before they’re old? 
What fills the children’s hearts with fears? 
What fills their weeping eyes with tears? 
What makes some die before they’re born? 
It is that stuff called barleycorn. 
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What makes men sell their babies’ shoes 
To get the money to buy their booze? 
What fills our jails with rogues and rakes? 

What fills men’s boots with squirming snakes? 

What fills our hearts with shame and scorn? 

That wretched stuff called barleycorn. ‘ 


What makes a father beat his child 

And curse and swear as if he’s wild? | 
What makes him hate his loving wife, 

And in his anger take her life, 

And fill our homes with hearts that mourn? 

It is that stuff called barleycorn. 


Oh, how can man with common sense 

Endeavor through a false pretense ( 
То justify his wicked greed 

For money drawn from souls that bleed, 

And eat his bread each night and morn i 
That's bought with bloody barleycorn? 


THE HOME WHICH ONCE I HAD 


O, my heart doth feel so lonely 
And sick and sore and sad, 

When I think of the beautiful children 
In the home which once I had. ‘ 


There was Oliver, Martha, and Franklin, 
Robert, Eva, and Grace, 
And Anna, and Johnnie, the last one, 
All with a smiling face. f 
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They come before me in vision, 
Like a nightmare calling aloud; 
O, where is the group of children 
Of whom one should feel more proud? 


But now they are scattered and parted 
To the four winds far away, 

And I am old and feeble, 
And the hairs of my head all gray. 


There are two who have left forever, 
And are waiting for the home far away; 
While the rest, for a while, are permitted 
In a home in this life to stay. 


And the old and feeble daddy 
Is praying both night and day, 
That the six get ready to meet him 
In a home that will never decay. 
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THE TWO WAYS 


There is a way that seemeth right 
To those who know not God; 

The end thereof is dark as night, 
And yet, by many trod. 


This road to many seemeth right, 
Yet death is in this way. 

The other road, it leads to light, 
And an eternal day. 


The wage of sin is naught but death, 
For this, none can deny; (Rom. 6:23) 
But life to all will God bequeath, 
Who self do crucify. 
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God’s love for sinners was so great 
He did for sinners die, 

Because the sin He did so hate, 
He could not pass it by. 


He gave His life upon the cross, 
In death our sins to bear; 

To save us from eternal loss, 
That His life we might share. 


O may we not such love abuse, 
But heed His loving voice; 

And nevermore may we refuse 
To make of Him our choice. 


The world makes promises untrue, 
To lead poor souls astray; 

To make them think ’tis right to do 
The things that do not pay. 


The enemy of all that’s good 
Is trying to deceive; 

To make us think a big falsehood 
Is what we should believe. 


It is the saddest of all thought, 
That many do not prize 

The life our Saviour’s blood has bought— 
The life that never dies. i 


Our blessed Saviour told us this: 
'The world would love its own, 
But because that we are His, 
The world would us disown. 
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The thing for us is to obey 
The blessed word of God, 
And let our feet walk in the way 
Our blessed Saviour trod. 


And now it’s up to us to make 
The choice of roads we choose, 

For if we do our Lord forsake, 
Eternal life we'll lose. 
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LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED 


We are striving, we are warring 
On the sea of mortal life, 

Where the fight is growing fiercer, 
And strength of sin is rife. 


When sometimes we think the battle 
Is too fierce for us to win, 

When the waves of opposition 
Come almost up to our chin; 


When we feel our strength is weakness, 
And we know we're sure to fall, 

Without more strength from heaven, 
Then upon the Lord we call. 


"Let not your heart be troubled 
Neither let it be afraid," 

Are the words we hear from Jesus, 
'Then on Him our hope is staid. 


"Come all ye heavy laden, 
And I will give you rest," 
For My yoke, you'll find it easy 
And your life will then be blessed. 
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FASHION 


If it were not so serious, 
*Twould be funny indeed 
'To see how fashions 


Do silly folk lead. 


I believe in my soul: 

If they only knew 
That the latest style 

Of a fashionable shoe, 


Should have the heel 
On the tip of the toe— 
There’d be plenty people 
Who'd acknowledge it so. i 


Some people think 

They’re wiser than God; 
That He never knew 

How they should be shod; 


So they really think, 
He made a mistake 
When He failed their heels 
Much higher to make. 


I well remember, 
And now wish to tell, 
When I was a young man 
The fashions were swell. t 


For the hoops of the women 
Were four feet across, 
And you'd begin to wonder, 

And be at a loss 
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To know how they’d manage 
When they sat down, 

To keep them from raising 
Their pretty silk gowns. 


And this wasn’t all— 
For I want to tell 
Of another fashion, 
"TIwas sinful, not swell. 


They girded their waist 

"Till they looked like a wasp; 
And Oh what a price 

They paid for the cost! 


We censure the Chinese 
For binding the feet, 

And think it so horrible, 
But they think it neat. 


Now which is the worst— 
The binding of toes, 

Or crushing the vitals 
Which brings many woes? 


You think the fashions 
Of the days of my youth 
Were silly and naughty? 
Now tell me the truth— 


What do you think 
Of the ladies so fair, 
With hats on the ear 
But not on the hair? 
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And what do you think 
Of a frock and a gown, 
Cut so very short 
It can never come down? 


And now, many women 
Seem to envy the men 
And wear men’s clothing— 
And I wonder when 


The wonders now happening 
In our modern age, 

Will check the rapid speed 
Of their crazy, mad rage. 


Aa 


CONFESSION i 


The sins of my life have been many 

And the mistakes of my life have been more, 
And when I cast a reflection 

And count them all o'er and o'er, 
lt makes me feel like weeping 

And my heart feels fearfully sore. 


But God in His mercy has promised 

If my sins I'd confess and forsake; | 
He'd count them no more against me, 

And their stains from me He would take. 


And now if I should still doubt Him 
And count His promise untrue, 

This would be sinning against Him 
And this I have to confess, too. 


-422%- 


WHAT IS FAITH? 


Faith is a substance 
That never is seen. 
It is a great power, 
And always has been. 
Faith is not sight, 
And never can be; 
For faith is that something 
We never can see. 


Wind is a power, 
That maketh much noise, 
But none ever saw 
The form of its poise. 
So, Faith is a power 
That doeth great things. 
"Iis power in weakness 
And mounts upon wings. 


"Tis hope in despair; 
In darkness, ’tis light. 
It puts every power 
Of evil to flight. 
"Тіѕ comfort in sorrow, 
"Tis joy in grief. 
In times of great trouble 
It brings sweet relief. 


It takes our weak feet 
From the clay and the mire. 
It took the three saints 
Through the furnace of fire. 
It stopped the strong mouths 
Of the lions, you know, 
And saved blessed Daniel 
In those days of long ago. 
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It says there is One 
In whom I can trust 

To bring me again 
From my grave in the dust. 

It says there’s no power 
Above or below 

That can weaken my faith 

In the God that I know. 
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LOVE THAT CHASTENS 


There is light after darkness, 
There is sunshine after storm; 

There are flowers on the thistle, 
And roses cover thorns. 


There is hope for despairing 
And there’s ease after pain, 

There is comfort after sorrow, 
There is sunshine after rain. 


There is rest for the weary, 
There is hope for the lost, 
There is joy that is unspeakable, 
Though our Saviour’s life it cost. 


"Tis through trials that we're strengthened, 
"Tis by fighting that we win; 

"Tis by faith that ne'er shall falter 
That the righteous enter in. 


"Tis the hand of love that chastens, 
When oft we go astray, 

To lead us out of darkness 
To a land of perfect day. 
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IS MAN IMMORTAL? 


O how can man with common sense 
Believe that words are true 

That say that death doesn’t mean to die, 
But to live all ages through? 


Some say that man immortal is, 
Therefore can never die; 
That death means life forevermore, 


To dwell up in the sky. 


If death means life, then life means death, 
Else I can’t comprehend 

The meaning of our English words, 
If that’s the way they bend. 


The wise man tells you what to do 

With your might while here, you know, 
Because there is no work for you 

In the grave where all do go. 


The Lord told Eve, and Adam, too, 
That they would surely die, 

If they a certain thing would do; 
But Eve—she wondered why. 


The serpent asked of Eve, one day, 
If the Lord had said she'd die; 
And Eve replied, "Oh, yes, I say, 
But your question, I wonder why." 


The serpent then replied, “Not so. 
| Ye shall not surely die, 

IH But in the day ye eat, you'll know 
Your Lord hath told a lie." 


'The question now, please answer me, 
In the name of all that's good: 

Who told the truth, can you not see 
Who told the big falsehood? 


Yet some contend that man can’t die, 
n But his immortal (?) soul 

Will live through all eternity, 

| As long as ages roll. 


Please tell me then, will you, just why, 

In God’s blessed, holy book, 
He said the soul that sins shall die? 1 
| Now please just turn and look. (Eze. 18:4) 


If man goes straight up to the skies 

! As soon as he does die, 

Why does the Bible say we'll rise 
From the grave, will you tell why? 


The Bible says that David has 
Not yet gone up to heaven. 
His sepulcher is with us yet; 
| These words, they are God-given. 
| 


| The resurrection morn is when 
| We then will shout and sing. 
i | O Grave, where is thy victory; 
O Death, where is thy sting? 
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WHERE IS HOME? 


Home! Home! Where is Home? 
Will someone now please tell? 

Is it where wealth and fame are found, 
And princes come to dwell? 


Is it where mansions grand and high, 
Are trimmed in shining mould, 

Where royal robes like purpled sky, 
Are garnished in pure gold? 


Is it where millionaires do meet, 
To count their bags of gold; 
Where men of fame each other greet, 
In haughty pride so bold? 


Is it where men of war prepare, 
And strive with brain and brawn 
To vie with nations everywhere, 
To make more wars come on? 


Is it where women, rich and fair 
Dress lapdogs in fine silk, 

And give poor kids no food or care, 
But lapdogs plenty milk? 


You can’t find home where hate is found, 
Or pride and self are swell, 

But harmony and peace abound 
Where God’s pure love doth dwell. 


Now home is where the mothers live, 
And fathers brave and strong; 

Where parents have pure love to give, 
To children all day long. 
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Where parents teach their children how 
To reverence God’s dear name, 

And where the parents daily bow 
In prayer, His grace to claim. 


Where children honor parents dear, 
According to God’s will; 

And in pure love, and godly fear, 
His holy law fulfill. 
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WHAT MADE MY SAVIOUR’S NAME SO GREAT? 


What made the Saviour’s name so great, 
And above all others blessed, 

"Iis said "twas because Не sin did hate, 
And loved all righteousness. (Heb. 1:9.) 


Then why should I not hate the sin 
That nailed Him to the cross, 

Since from that sin, redeemed I’ve been, 
And saved from eternal loss. 


My soul doth praise and magnify, 
The Lord of my creation, 

Because His grace doth satisfy 
And provide me full salvation. 


Why should poor sinners love the sin 
Which leads them to despair? 

What is there in the service of sin 
But eternal death to share! 


O praise the Lord, for His great love, 
Which never can be measured; 

And let our thanks ascend above, 
Where all our hopes are treasured. 
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THE STORM 


There is a storm approaching; 
I hear its distant roar. 

I see a dark cloud rising; 
I fear it will be sore. 


Oh Wife! Where are our children? 
There’re none within our sight. 
Let’s ring the bell and fire the gun, 
And call with all our might. 


Oh, see those lightning flashes! 
The clouds are moving fast, 
And almost every moment 
We hear the thunder’s blast. 


Oh! Why were we so careless 
To let them stray away? 

Oh Lord! forgive and save them, 
For this, O Lord, we pray. 


Why were we not more careful 
To keep them in our sight? 
The clouds are growing blacker; 
"Iis almost dark as night. 


O Lord, forgive our carelessness, 
And spare our children dear; 

And we'll forever, evermore 
From guilt like this be clear. 


There is a storm approaching, 
Than this, more dreadful far. 

It is the storm of vengeance, 
From God's own judgment bar. 
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O may we all get ready, 
This storm of wrath to meet, 
By laying all our sins right now 
Down at our Saviour’s feet. 


He says if we'll confess them 
And forsake them too, 

That He'll forgive and pardon 
And make us creatures new. 


A HYMN OF PRAISE 


Jesus our Saviour, our Master and King, 

Our songs and our praises to Thee we now bring; 
Because Thou didst save us while lost and undone, 
O how we do praise Thee, both Father and Son. 


CHORUS 
Hallelujah, Amen; Hallejujah, Amen. 
We'll sing the sweet story to the children of men; 
Hallelujah, Amen; Hallelujah, Amen; 
We'll sing the sweet story again and again. 


O Jesus our Saviour, how can we forget 
Thine infinite ransom to pay our great debt; 
When lost and condemned to eternal despair, 


Thy life Thou didst give, that Thy life we might share. 


O Jesus our Teacher, Redeemer, and Friend, 

'To us Thou didst promise the Spirit to send; 

We know He has come our sweet comfort to bring, 
And this is the reason Thy praises we sing. 


E 30 ke- 


LOGIC OF THE WETS 


O, how the wets do mince their words 
To justify the vile, 

And use a thousand crooked words 
Which miss the mark a mile. 


A truer proverb never was 
Nor doth more truth express: 
Convince a man against his will 
Yet he never will confess. 


The arguments of whiskey men 
Are crooked as a snake. 

They make you think that black is white 
But O, what a mistake! 


They tell you that the more you say 
To get one to do right, 

The faster will he go astray 
With all his power and might. 


Now if this logic be so true, 
Then why not use our might 

To make our neighbors evil do 
So they will do the right. 


The Lord did ask of Cain one day 
Where his brother Abel was. 
Am I my brother’s keeper? Nay. 

I’m sure I never was. 


This is the way the wets do talk 
And gloat with godless glee 

As they see their brother’s staggering walk 
Lead down to misery. 
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They say the whiskey traffic is 
An economic gain, 

When nothing is more densely false 
Nor dyed with deeper stain. 


Were it possible to prove 
This false and wicked claim, 
What right have we to weigh a soul 
In the balance with filthy gain? 


eon 


THY WORD IS A LAMP 


Thy Word is a lamp unto my feet, 
A light unto my path; 

No honey to me is so sweet 
Naught else such comfort hath. 


It is a guide to point the way 
O’er life’s tempestuous sea; 

It is an anchor strong to stay 
My mind and soul on Thee. 


When storms assail and billows roll 
That rise above my head; 

It speaks then to my troubled soul, 
And life springs from the dead. 


It says, All things work for my good, 
Why should my soul then fear; 

No power has yet His word withstood, 
This brings my heart good cheer. 


O, doubting soul, did you not know 
It grieves your blessed Lord 

To see His servants’ faith so low 
In His almighty Word. 
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REDEMPTION 


O Lord, our God of all creation 

Thou art the God of our salvation; 
Thou art our God who dwells on high, 
Far, far above the starry sky. 


You made man in your image true, 
And told us just what we should do. 
And yet we chose to disobey 

And walk a crooked, sinful way. 


Now since by sin we all did fall, 

And lost our home, our life, and all; 
Thou in Thy marvelous love and grace 
Hast sought redemption for our race. 


A search was made, both low and high, 
Throughout the earth and sea and sky, 
For one who could a ransom give, 

And save from death and let man live. 


Now John, God’s saint, was caused to look 
And see an angel hold a book; 

Written within the sacred roll, 

Some things his longing, anxious soul 


Desired to read, but he was told 

That none its truth could they unfold; 
That none was able to even look 

Let alone the opening of the book. 


Now John was sorrowful in mind 

And wept because they could not find 
A man worthy to even look 

Upon this sacred, mysterious book. 
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Now what a joy was then John’s lot, 
| When the words he heard, *Weep thou not; 
i For behold the Lion of Juda's tribe," 

Foretold and written by prophet and scribe, 


| “Hath prevailed to open the book; 

M Because on Him our sins He took." 

Then, in the midst of the elders he spied 

A Lamb that was smitten, till there He died. 


| 

| The broken law could not be met 

| With naught but death to pay the debt. 
No other name could e’er be given 

But God’s own Son, the gift of heaven. 
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QUACKS AND CROOKS 


| This is a day of quacks and crooks 
| And everything that's shaky; 
| | Every way іп which one looks, 
| He finds things mighty quaky. 
| 


North and South, and East and West 
| And in each corner lurking, 
We find old Satan doing his best 
And all kinds of evil working. 


You may call me this, or call me that, 
A pessimist or grumbler; 

But in spite of all that’s lean or fat 

| The truth my voice shall thunder. 


| ГІ call sin by its own right name 
Though my life may pay the cost; 
For then I will not be to blame 
For the souls that may be lost. 
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HE HEALETH THE BROKENHEARTED 


O Jesus, our loving Redeemer, 
Who healeth the broken heart; 

The One than whom none other 
Can joy and peace impart; 


Thou suffered Thine own heart broken 
That Thou mightest better know 

How to heal our broken hearts, 
Distressed by sin and woe. 


Then come with Thy balm of healing 
Like a gentle, cooing dove, 

And comfort our broken hearts 
With Thy holy, precious love. 


If we only knew the power 
Of Thy love so pure and true; 

And the peace which comes by believing 
What Thou art willing to do; 


O, then we'd be so eager 

'To hear Thy gentle voice, 
And open our heart's door 

And make of Thee our choice. 


Thy promise is true and faithful 
In Thy book for us to share; 
I'll suffer you not to be tempted 


Above what you're able to bear. 1 Cor. 10:13. 


Then courage, my sorrowful comrades, 
Look up with hope in your eyes, 
To our loving Saviour above, 
Who knows how to sympathize. 
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He knows of your bitter sorrow, 

Every pang and sting of your heart; 
He knows of your many trials, 

Every thrust of Satan’s dart. 


Have you received evil for kindness, 
And reproach in return for your love? 
All this was the lot of your Saviour, 
Who now dwells in heaven above. 


He longs in His arms to enfold you, 
And speak sweet peace to your soul; 

Then hope in His blessed salvation, 
And press on for the heavenly goal. 
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LIFE ETERNAL 


This is life eternal: 

That man his God might know, 
And shun the penalty of death, 

Of darkness, and of woe. John 17:3. 


God said, “My people perish, 
For knowledge they despise.” Hosea 4:6 
“I brought to them the Light of life 
But they have closed their eyes.” John 9:39. 


They will not come to Me, because 
Their deeds so evil are; John 3:20. 
Their love for darkness, more than light, 

Their actions prove by far. John 3:19. 


God gave His Son to die for man 

That man might live thereby; John 3:16. 
That He might change eternal death 

For mansions in the sky. 
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MY FRIEND 


Perhaps you'd like to know just why, 
I am so blithe and gay, 

And why that sparkle in my eye, 
Is seen both night and day. 


I do not claim the credit mine, 
Or any praise from you, 

Because that sparkle you see shine, 
Is to another due. 


I have a Friend, a dear sweet Friend, 
A Friend that’s tried and true, 

He comes and daily walks with me, 
And whispers, “I love you.” 


I love Him, O so much, so well, 
I never can explain; 

No tongue or pen can ever tell 
In language, song, or strain. 


At times I’ve tried to comfort find, 
In other friends beside, 

But never yet found one so kind, 
So lovely, true, and tried. 


When I arise at early dawn, 
And see the light of day; 

Before I get my garments on 
I there begin to pray. 


I think of what this Friend has done 
To give me sleep and rest, 

And then begin to praise the One 
Who loved me first and best. 
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I thank Him for the sun’s bright rays, 
' For eyes to see the light; 
À tongue to voice His worthy praise 
From morning till the night. 


I'm sure you'll know of whom I speak— 
'The Lamb for sinners slain, 

Who came from heaven down to seek 
And save from sin's dark stain. 


I'm happy all the livelong day 
Because my Lord loves me, 

And with His blood has washed away 
My sins and set me free. 


I wish to introduce to you 
This lovely Friend of mine, 
Because I know you'll love Him too, 
And share His joy divine. 
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REDEMPTION 


If man who was by God made good, 
When put on trial could not stay good; 
How can he by his own device 
Contrive a way to still be nice? 


Man broke God’s law, which cost a price, 
To pay the debt—it took his life; 

But when God found no other way 

A ransom large enough to pay 


The awful debt, and let man live, 
The life of His own Son did give. 
If man will but accept the gift, 
God, out of death, will him now lift. 
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THOSE GOLDEN AUTUMN DAYS 


Some say they like the Springtime, 
And others the Summer’s heat; 

But Autumn days, they are so fine 
I tell you, they can’t be beat. 


Some like the good old Winter time 
With its chilling winter breeze; 
And the glassy lakes of glittering ice 

Where they sail with perfect ease. 


But give to me those Autumn days 
When Nature yields her store, 
And fills our land, on every hand 


Till we could not ask for more. 


When the trees of living luster, 
Of crimson red and gold 

Regale our eyes, with happy surprise, 
With glory in words untold. 


Just think of the hazel bush bending 
Almost to the earth with its weight: 
Of nuts with as fine a flavor 
As anyone ever ate. 


Just think of the nuts and almonds 
Of variety too numerous to speak, 

Of the apple, and orange, and pear, 
And of the golden, blushing peach. 


You may speak of the Summer and Winter, 
And of the beautiful Spring so fine; 
But all of them can never compare 
With the glories of Autumn time. 
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ГІЛ, TRUST НІМ 


ГІ trust Him in my weakness— 
For His almighty power 

To crown me with true meekness, 
And save me every hour. 


PH trust Him when there's nothing 
That seems to go just right; 

I'll trust Him for the victory 
In the fiercest of the fight. 


I'll trust Him when my sorrow 
Seems more than I can bear; 
For I know that He has promised 
All my troubles He will share. 


I know that He was tempted 
In all points as well as I; 
That He himself was emptied 

On the cross for me to die. 


Then why should I be fearful, 
Or shun the cross to bear? 
Praise God, I will be cheerful 
With song, and praise, and prayer. 


! And if I'm not permitted 

( To live till He shall come; 

| But am to dust committed 
I'm sure that I'll be one 


1" To hear that mighty trumpet blast, 
| To cause the dead to rise; 
| And then what joy ‘twill be at last 
! To ascend above the skies. 
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We then will shout hosannas 
And O, how we will sing, 

O, grave where thy victory, 
O death, where is thy sting? 
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LORD, РМ READY 


I'm ready to go, or ready to stay, 

Ready to do whatever I may; 

Ready to give the lifegiving word, 

Ready to witness for Jesus, my Lord. 
Ready to tell what He did for me, 

How He died on the cross to set me free. 


Ready to walk in the narrow way, 

Ready to praise, and ready to pray 

That God will imbue me with the Spirit's power 
To give the message for the present hour. 
Ready to help both old and youth, 

Ready to give my life for the truth. 


Ready to labor for Christ my God, 

Ready to walk in the path He trod. 

Ready to tell, how my Saviour died 

On the cross where He was crucified; 

How His heart was broken on the cruel cross 
To save poor sinners from eternal loss. 


'To tell of His love, which was so great, 
He left he glory of heaven's estate 

'To live a life of sorrow and woe, 

To pay the debt poor sinners owe; 
And on the cross His life did give 
That we in glory with Him might live. 
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WINE IS А МОСКЕК 


O, is it not а pity great 
And an object of disdain: 
To see a man in such a state 
That his stomach rules his brain? 


What is the idea one should get 
Of such a human tool, 

Who is so spineless as to let 
His appetite bear rule? 


How must one feel, who has no power 
To do as he knows he should, 

But has to bow, and cringe, and cower, 
Like a cringing coward would? 


O, why should man, whom God has made, 
Fall lower than the beast, 

And all his manly powers degrade, 
While he doth on poison feast? 


How many now, do you suppose, 
Have made this daring boast: 

I have the power my lips to close, 
To that which I like most. 


Yet he supped the cup, until he found 
He had gone a step too far; 

And then he found, that he was bound 
By an iron prison bar. 


I went to talk to a father who 
Was confined in the prison cell; 
Who killed his son in a drunken stew 
And to me, he this did tell: 


-f 42 Ee- 


I loved my son so much, so well, 
I never would have done the deed, 
Had it not been for the drunken spell— 
But now, my heart must bleed. 


Oh! my boy, my girl, my man, 
Beware of that fatal sup; 

Resist the tempter while you can | 
For death is in that cup. | 


— | 
| 
A FALSE WORLD | 
This world is full of wickedness; | 
This world is full of woe; 
This world is full of fickleness, 


Just everywhere you go. 


This world is full of misery, 
Of sinful, broken hearts; 
This world is full of treachery, 


Of Satan’s cunning arts. 


This world is full of prophets false, 
Of people false also; | 
This world is full of all things false 


For this we all do know. 


There are false christs, and false gods, too, 
False weights and measures many, 

False hearts, falsehoods of every hue; 
Where can we find not any? 


The Bible tells of a better home 
Where false things cannot be; 

Where sin and death can never come, 
Where we'll live eternally. 
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МҮ РКАҮЕК 


Search me, О Lord, 

That Thou mayest see 
Whether there be 

Any evil in me. 


Search me and try me 
By Thy pure word: 
For thy word is sharper 
Than a two-edged sword. Heb. 4:12. 


Send Thy good Spirit 
To convince me of sin, 
And show me the path 
That I should walk in. John 16, 8, margin. 


Open my eyes, 
That I may behold 
Thy righteous law 
More precious than gold. Ps. 119:18. 


Show me how awful 
And sinful is sin; 
That I may so hate it 
And all of its kin. 


That I will abstain, 
And much careful be 
To shun all that’s vain; 
And from all that I see 


That might be a cause 
To lead me astray 

And keep me from walking 
In the King’s highway. 
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MY HEAVENLY KING 


I'm a citizen of the heavenly King; 
His law is my delight, 

And in His law I meditate 
Each day and every night. Ps. 1:2. 


The lawless say there is no law 
Because we're under grace; 

The law, by Christ was done away; 
Therefore it has no place. 


O Lord, it’s time for Thee to work; 

Thy law they have made void. Ps. 119:106. 
| To keep Thy law, the wicked shirk, 
| But my heart’s in sweet accord. 


Our Saviour came to magnify (Isa. 42:21) 
The law and it fulfill; Matt. 5:17. 
Against all sin, His voice did cry 
To kill, it is wrong still. 


Paul said, "Shall we go on in sin 
Because we're under grace? 
God forbid," we hear him say, 
“The law still holds its place.” Rom. 6:1, 2; 14:15. 


Does not the Bible verily say 

There was a law—'twas done away? | 
Then how аге we to surely know 

The law that was destined to go? 


If you the truth do wish to know, 
And by your actions wish to show; 
Please read the texts that I shall give 
You; then will know sure as you live. 
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The law of types, the Lord did give 

To show to man how he should live; 
To overcome a life of sin 

And an eternal life to win. 


Naught doth please the devil so well 
As to make believe we cannot tell 
What sin is, so we will do 
The very things he wants us to. 


Paul said that sin I had not known 
But by the truth the law has shown. Rom. 7:7. 
The law, by faith is not made void, 
| Neither is ic thus destroyed. Rom. 3:31. 


Ephesians 2:15 and Colossians 2:14 are texts 
that show what law was abolished. 


| THE SONG OF ANGELS 


i | “Unto you I bring good tidings,” 
| | Were the words the angel said, 
n | As the blazing light of glory 

| Was around the shepherds shed. 


Then the voice of holy angels 
Was heard singing in the air 
By those humble, lowly shepherds, 
As they watched their sheep with care. 


| Unto you this day, a message 
| | Of heavenly news I bring; 

| Unto you is born а Saviour 

| In the city of our King. 


Peace on earth, is what they’re singing 
And good will unto all men; 

Don’t you hear their voices ringing? 
Glory! Glory! and amen. 
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TEMPERANCE 


Temperance! Temperance! What a word! 
Will some one now please show 

What it is, and what it means— 
Will some one let us know? 


Is temperance green, or red, or white, 
Or black, or brown, or yellow? 
Or is it tall, or heavy, or light, 
Or hard, or soft, or mellow? 


Some think they know what temperance is, 
And shout, and brag, and blow, 

And say, "Tl tell you what it is, 
Because I surely know. 


"If you don't touch old alcohol, 
Nor chew, nor snuff, nor smoke; 
But be quite kind to one and all, 
And never even joke; 


"You then will be a temperate man 
And gain good will and praise; 

Just eat and drink, just all you can 
Throughout your livelong days." 


Be not deceived, nor think that this 
Will fill the temperance bill; 

It is a thousand miles amiss 
Of what we must fulfill. 


Now temperance is more than you think, 
More than you might suppose; 

Because it takes more than a wink 
Its wonders to disclose. 


A temperate man will not get mad, 
Nor speak an unkind word; 
But he will help the sick and sad 

And love his blessed Lord. 
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He will not eat more than he need 
!!! It matters not how good, 

ІІІ Because he knows he should not heed 
ІІ The dictates of falsehood. 


A temperate man will always rule 
| His spirit and appetite; 
Because he knows, he is a fool 
Who dares not do the right. 
| 


= 


I | ГІЛ, TRUST НІМ 


Ill trust Him when the enemy 
Comes in just like a flood; 
I trust His mighty power 
For cleansing in His blood. 


Ill trust Him in adversity, 
ГІ trust him in the night; 

I'll trust Him in prosperity, 
I'll trust Him in the light. 


ГИ trust Him when my trials 

Seem more than I can bear; 
For then is when I call on Him 
| In fervent, secret prayer. 


|! Г trust in all His promises, 
More precious than pure gold; 
| He said there was no good thing 
| From me He would withhold. Ps. 84:11. 


M ГІ trust Him tho’ the heavens 

| And earth with power do shake; 
! For I know no power is able 

God’s love from me to take. 
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Then when the last battle 
Of life has been won, 
And Thou shalt come down 
To take me up home, 


O, may I be ready 
To hear the well done— 
And praise my dear Saviour, 
The crucified One. 


on 


REMEMBER THY CREATOR 


Remember thy Creator 
In the days of tender youth; 
While the mind is bright and hopeful 
And susceptible to truth. 


For the evil days are coming, 
When thy heart inclined will be 
To lead thee into bitter paths 
Of an angry, troubled sea. 


When thy heart will take no pleasure 
In the service of thy God, 

But will take the road that leadeth 
To an overwhelming flood. 


While your days are bright and cheerful, 
And your hope is bright as day. 

And your feet have not yet entered 
In the path that leads astray. 


While thy heart is not deluded 
With the glow of gilded sin; 
O, may it swing wide open 
To let your Saviour in. 
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WHY РМ А PROHIBITIONIST 


If you'd like to know 
Which way I go, 
And the truth of my position: 
I'm deeply dyed 
And sanctified 


To the cause of prohibition. 


If you ask why, 
My stern reply 
No matter what others may say, 
Is that I love 
The God above, 
And hate the evil way. 


Our God hath said, 
In the Bible ’tis read, 
Who buildeth his house with blood, 
'To him be woe 
For doing so, 
For his garments with blood are red. 


The sixth command 
You understand, 
Says to man: Thou shalt not kill. 
When you stand up 
For that fatal cup, 
This command you're breaking still 


Now don't you think 
That God will wink 
At your thirst for innocent blood. 
You'll surely reap, 
For your sins will sweep 
Down over you like a flood. 
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May my tongue fail to lisp 
And judgment come swift, 
And my right arm palsied be; 
If I fail to sigh, 
And mightily cry 
Out against this iniquity. 


If you put to the lip 
Of your neighbor to sip 
This poisonous cup of death, 
I want you to know, 
You'll reap what you sow, 
For God will justice bequeath. 


"n 
LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED 


iL 
Let not your heart be troubled, 
Nor let it be afraid— 
This is the blessed statement 
Our blessed Saviour made. 
Our blessed Saviour told us 
That He would come again, 
And take us to our blessed home 
Where we should ever reign. 


CHORUS 

Our work will soon be over, 

The victory be won; 
So let us all be faithful 

From dawn till set of sun. 
When Jesus comes to get us 

We'll hear the words, “Well done.” 
I've come to get my jewels 

And take them to their home. 
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PX 
He told us we'd be tempted 
And tried along the way, 
But not to be discouraged; 
His Father He would pray 
To send the Holy Spirit 
'To cause us to remind 
The things He had foretold us, 
In words so very kind. 


3. 
Then cheer up, my dear comrade, 
And do not be dismayed, 
But keep in mind the Saviour’s words, 
You must not be afraid. 
My peace I now leave with you, 
My peace which is so true, 
The peace the world can never give 
Nor take away from you. 
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THAT GLAD REUNION 


The S. D. A's are happy; 
Do you know the reason why? 

They know their Lord, who went away 
Is coming by and by. 


He said it was expedient 
That He should go away; 

For the Spirit will not come to you 
If here with you I stay. 


Let not your heart be troubled, 
Neither let it be afraid; 

For the Comforter I'll send you— 
He will surely give you aid. 


He'll bring to your remembrance 
The things that I have said; 

He'll comfort and console you, 
And quicken from the dead. 


There's not another people 
Now living on this earth, 

Who ought to be more happy 
Even in this spiritual dearth. 


Because they know ’tis certain 
Their Lord can tell no lie; 

His Word cannot be broken— 
So He's coming by and by 


To take us to those mansions 
He's preparing in the skies. 

Paul says they are too glorious 
To behold with mortal eyes. 
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Should we not see Him coming 
Before we close our eyes, 

We know the grave can’t hold us, 
For we know the dead shall rise. 


We enjoy this glad reunion; 
But there’s another coming soon, 
Which exceeds as much this one, 
As the sun exceeds the moon. 


Then cheer up, my dear comrades, 
Gird on your armor bright; 
Take courage and be hopeful; 
His coming’s now in sight. 


These words were written by request, 
for an S. D. A. reunion. 


Late, 


ODE TO OLD AGE 
(Composed Oct. 14, 1937) 


My eve of life has come at last, 
My race will soon be run; 

My life on earth will soon be past, 
My crown will soon be won. 


My years have been eighty-one, and when 
You add six months thereto, 

"Iis very clear the time is near 

| I must bid you all adieu. 


Or when my call may come; 
I'm ready I know, any time to go 
| To my eternal home. 
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i It matters not what’ere my lot, 
| 


There’s trouble and woe, in this world you know, 
And the wicked they have no rest; 

But the righteous have hope that the doors will ope 
To the mansions prepared for the blest. 


I long to see my Saviour come 
In shining glory bright, 

To take me to my heavenly home 
Where there'll be no tears or night. 


= 


WHO IS YOUR MASTER? 


Behold I stand at the door and knock; 
Will you not let Me in (Rev. 3:20) 
That I may change that heart of rock 
For a heart that’s free from sin? 


Til be a Friend most true to you, Prov. 18:24. 
And will your burdens bear; Ps. 55:22. 
I'll do what no one else can do, Acts 4:12. 
I will your burdens share. 


I'll make that yoke you cannot bear, 
So easy and so light; 
That yoke of sin, so hard to wear, 
Will be one of pure delight. Matt. 11:28-30. 


I'll give you peace the world can't give 
The peace the world can't buy; 

My peace with you will ever live, 
This peace will never die. John 14:27. 


Two masters you can never serve 

For both you cannot love. Matt. 6:24. 
O, love the One who does deserve 

All praise in heaven above. 
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WHAT IS IN A BARREL OF WHISKEY? 


A barrel of sorrow, a barrel of woe, 

A barrel of misery, that widows know; 

A barrel of characters ruined and wrecked, 
Without a spark of hope to expect. 


A barrel of cries for children’s bread, 

A barrel of bruises, and noses red; 

A barrel of groans, and sighs, and moans, 
A barrel of curses, and broken bones. 


A barrel of orphan children’s groans, 

i A barrel of widows' piteous moans, 

| А barrel of broken vows to wives, 

A barrel of curses that reach the skies. 


A barrel of sorrow, for wasted time, 
A barrel of remorse for deeds of crime, 
An untimely death for a loving wife, 
A door closed to eternal life. 


A soul worth more than a tongue can tell, 
To suffer destruction in the fires of hell. 
All of this, and a thousand times more, 
Are found in that barrel of bloody gore. 


aS 


OUR SAVIOUR’S SORROW 


He came unto Peter, 

James, and John while they slept, 
And found that their vigil 

They never had kept. 


Then back to the garden 
With sorrow so deep; 

He went to His prayer 
And for sinners did weep. 
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He prayed to His Father 
If possible it be 

The cup might pass, 
So He might be free. 


Not My will, but Thine, 
O Father, be done, 
And this was the prayer 

Of the crucified One. 


Shall we not be willing, 

With our Saviour to weep, 
For souls who in darkness 

Of death are asleep? 


May we do with our might 
What our hands find to do, 
To help our lost neighbor 
Find his way through. 


= 


HOW TO BE HAPPY 


If I only knew just how to pursue 
To make everybody happy; 

I'd pitch right in, with a smile and a grin, 
And make things rather snappy. 


There are those who say they know the way— 
So they start out with strong resolution 

To make you believe, that all you receive, 
Is bound to come through evolution. 


The wise man hath said, in the Bible ’tis read, 
There’s a way that seemeth to be right; 

But without doubt, you'll surely find out 
That it leads to eternal night. 
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There are those who contend, it matters not in the end, 
If you do just whatever you please; 
But this we do know, we shall reap what we sow, 


With this the Word of God agrees. Gal. 6:7. 


Jesus saith unto thee, come ye now unto Me, 
All ye that are weary and worn, 

And you will be blessed, for your soul will find rest, 
For my yoke will be easily borne. 


Lon и 


WE SHALL REAP WHAT WE SOW 
Galatians 6:7 


If we had known that angry word, 
We uttered in hot haste 

Would some day be just like a sword, 
To lay our own soul waste; 


We might not have employed our tongue 
In such an awful deed; 

If we'd known the way it stung 
Would make our own heart bleed. 


All those who to the wind do sow, 
Will some day surely reap 

The fruit the whirlwind’s sure to blow— 
This law doth never sleep. 


Should we refrain from words that burn 
And deeds that break the heart, 
Because we fear they will return 
With justice on our part? 


Our motive should be more divine, 
Moved by love—for He 

Who said the way you did to mine 
You did it unto Me. 
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THREE MYSTERIES 


Great is the mystery of godliness, 
No man can search it out; 

And great is the mystery of iniquity, 
For this, there is no doubt. 


There’s yet another mystery 
That oft comes to my mind, 
And it gives my heart much sadness 


To think mankind, so blind 


They won't accept God's mercy 
And the gift of eternal life; 

But against God's righteous kingdom 
They war a constant strife. 


Our Saviour left on record 
These words so plain and true: 

Ye cannot serve two masters, 
This, none can ever do. 


You'll hate the one, and the other 
You'll love and serve him too; 

Ye can't serve God and mammon, 
This none need try to do. 


Now why not choose the right 
And serve the Lord of love, 

And lay up treasures in heaven 
In the kingdom of God above. 


WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN 


The Spirit spoke to a troubled heart, 
Dost thou not know just where thou art? 
Dost not thy heart appeal to thee 

And tell thee what thou needest to be? 


Dost not thou hear a gentle voice, 

Come now, my soul, make God thy choice? 
The time will come when you'll regret 
Your feet were caught in Satan’s net. 


You'll think of what you might have been 
Had you heeded that voice, when 

It said to thee, please let me in 

That heart of yours, defiled by sin. 


For then ГІЇ make it clean and white 
And help you walk the path that’s right; 
And take away that load of guilt 

And cleanse you in My blood I spilt. 


But then you said, go now thy way, 
I'll call for Thee some other day, 

When I can have convenient time— 
And then ГІЇ give myself and mine. 


You thought the world had more for you 
Than all that God for you could do; 
And so the choice you then did make 
Was putting your life up at the stake. 


Oh what an awful thought at last 
When one is lost, and the harvest past; 
The saddest thought of mortal ken 

Will be the thought, it might have been. 
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GOD’S CHASTENING LOVE 


O, Thou loving Lamb of God, 
Please let me share Thy chastening rod; 
For whom Thou lovest, Thou dost choose 
To chasten, comfort, guide, and bruise— 
But in it all, just let me know 

"Tis just because you love me so. 


We sometimes think it hard to bear, 

And so much persecution share, 

But we remember, O, so well, 

When Thou wast here, that Thou didst tell 
That if the Master, they did defame, 

His servants might expect the same. 


Now this, O Lord, is all I need— 

To know I have Thy hand to lead, 

And when I draw my latest breath 

And tread that lonesome path of death— 
All I need to hope or crave 

Is Thy promise to ransom from the grave. 


But should it please my God to come 
Before I die, to take me home; 

O, what a shout of rapturous praise 
My tongue shall sing in angels' lays, 
And bid farewell to woe and pain 
And praise forever my Saviour's name. 


Remember in all that comes and goes 

A thorn accompanies every rose; 

If the sky of every day was clear 

And golden sunshine filled every year, 

And never an adverse wind did blow 

And all our paths with flowers did grow— 
I fear we might not know so well 

The difference between a heaven and hell. 
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ASHAMED OF WHAT! 


Merciful God! How can it be! 

A mortal man ashamed of Thee? 
Ashamed of what? Of nothing less 
Than my own self and sinfulness. 


Ashamed of my ungrateful soul, 
Ashamed of my life’s recorded roll, 
Ashamed of my own cowardness, 
To own my Lord and Him confess. 


Ashamed that I have failed to own 

The right God has to my heart’s throne, 
The right God has to rule and reign, 
The right He has my soul to claim. 


Ashamed that I so long delayed 

To seek my Lord to give me aid, 

To overcome my evil ways 

And give my Lord His worthy praise. 


Ashamed? Yes, Lord, I ought to be: 
I have so long rejected Thee. 

So now I come, confessing all, 
Before Thy mercy seat I fall. 


I now accept Thy mercy great, 

Confess my lost and wretched state 
And claim Thy pardon, full and free, 
And will henceforth Thy servant be. 


MY PRAYER 


O Lord, my God, wilt Thou give ear 
Thy humble servant’s voice to hear 

And grant his prayer and fervent plea 
For grace and power to live for Thee? 


O may Thy servant prove to be 
As true as were those faithful three; 
Who in the former days of old 
Refused to bow to gods of gold. 


O may Thy servant daily seek 
To be as true and mild and meek 
As Moses who was falsely accused 
And by Thy people much abused. 


O may he be as chaste and true 

As was Thy servant Joseph, who 

Was chastened by his God to prove 
The power and grace of Thy pure love. 


O may he prove as true and brave 

As was Thy servant, Thou didst save 
Alive from out the lions’ den, 

Because he feared God more than men. 


May I my Saviour’s name confess, 
My robe be His own righteousness. 
And may I not be satisfied 

Till I’m just like the crucified. 


GOD’S LOVE AND POWER 


Ask the birds why they do sing 

In the glorious dawn of vernal spring; 
Ask the rivers and the rills, 

Ask the mountains and the hills, 

Ask the seas and oceans grand, 

Ask the lakes and pleasant land; 

Ask the flowers and stately trees, 

Ask the birds and busy bees, 

Ask the skies and heavens above— 
And they'll tell you, God is love. 


Ask yourself why you do live, 
Ask the clouds why rain they give; 
Ask the sun why it doth shine, 
Ask the gold down in the mine, 
Ask the snow and ice and hail, 
Ask the stormy winds that wail, 
Ask the stars and heaven above— 
And they'll tell you, God is love. 


Ask the thunders that speak so loud, 
Ask the rainbow on the cloud, 

Ask your eyes why they do see 

The wonders on both land and sea; 
Ask your ears why they do hear 
The lovely tones of music clear, 
And they'll tel in words of love, 

It is the power of God above. 


